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THE STALLION’S LEGS 


Tie me up, you say? 

You'll have to catch me first, 

and, despite what you think, it won’t be easy. 

You may have to don your armor, your gauntlets 
and breastplate and leather so your muscles flex 
with every step. You may have to mount 

a black stallion, eager and strong, to run me down. 
You will prance him through the fields. 

The stallion’s legs lift high 

and heavy feather ripples in the wind. 

You'll gallop him 

over hills of lavender, raising a scent of lace 

and butterflies. You will smell of lavender 

when you catch me, 

if you catch me. 

Your leather will creak and your arms 

will hold me firm, 

if you catch me 

before I dart into the forest 

and blend with the shadows running and leave you 
at the bright edge of the meadow on your mad stallion. 
He rears and paws the air and bellows. 

You scream, and needles of the forest quiver, 
carrying your voice as wind to brush my face. 

I touch my cheek to a faint impression of 
lavender, and try to remember 

what I came to the forest to gather. 


V.L. Kohout 


GETTING TOO CLOSE 


I waited 

all the cold, wet winter 

then they came 

on their bold, little wings 
even before the leaves 

and flowers unfolded 

back to their old places, 

the swallows 

and | thought: 

the circle is complete again 
this time 

I watched them like my own 
four pale, delicate eggs 
quiet beneath their mother 
then hatchlings, all mouth 
always hungry 

feather after feather 

until almost complete they sat 
at the nest’s edge 


gentle eyes, a tawny bib 
without wariness they left 
for the nearby roof 

from the green forest 

a crow appeared 

one by one they vanished 
into it’s blackness 

all summer long I carried 
the stones of this grief 

then autumn came 

the other swallows left 
south, searching 

for another summer 

I was left with 

the blackness of many crows 
common as the falling leaves 


Russel Hunter 


PEACOCK 


A bunch of 
colors, red, 
blue and 

green. Shining 
and shimmering, 
a beautiful 
sheen. It isa 
male, I can 

tell by the 

tail that 
expands 

above its 

head, looking 
so regal 

and royal, 
almost a 

veil. As for the 
female, she 
has no 
wondrous tail, 
no dazzling 
veil. All she 
has isa 

lonely call. 
And that is 

all. 


Margit Lia Bowler 


WOLF 


As night falls, silence 

envelops the tundra. Only 

crickets dare to chirp, and an 

occasional bird call sometimes 

falls in tune. Suddenly an eerie 

howl comes from the darkening 

horizon, and a pack of wolves, 

bursts over the hill. The rich 

tones of the lead wolf rise and 

fall, then deepen like the boom of 

a freezing lake. Flutes, oboes, 

drums, all sound at once with the 

voices of the wolves. The human 

day is over. The wolf day has begun. 
Running over the frost-covered ground, 
tumbling, chasing, as if night would never 
end. All of a sudden a crack of light 
pierces the hills, and to end the 
performance they swerve and kick up the 
snow to make a showering white 
eruption, then run back over the horizon, 
silhouetted by the early morning sun. 


Margit Lia Bowler 


THE FEATHER 


A Red-tailed Hawk 

wings stretched wide 

slowly circles above me 

in a lonely orbit. 

I lay back on a blanket--my bones, 
still chilled from the wet dampness 
of winter rains--greedily 

absorb the warmth now being 

offered by an early spring sun. 

I pause to wonder... 

Is the hawk enjoying this blessed 
warmth too? Does she circle 

so lazily because... 

For the moment life’s responsibilities 
cease to weigh her down? 

A crow tries desperately 

to annoy this carefree-feathered spirit 
his beak drilling while he rapidly circles 
screaming his raucous challenge. 


Not to be bothered 

the hawk dips and glides 

in a new direction. A lone feather 

falls from her tail and drifts slowly 
toward earth. My eyes follow 

its descent as the sun begins to set. 

The day has passed unnoticed... 

the feather lands near my hand. 
Suddenly the hawk loses her carefree 
attitude as the needs of her family 

return her to the present. 

Her search for an evening meal 

brings me to my feet as I remember... 
my family also needs to eat. 

Reaching for my blanket--I see the feather 
lying there so peacefully. Tucking it into 
my pocket I keep it as a reminder 

of the early spring sunshine and 

the Red-tailed Hawk that shared my day. 


Orvetta Hill Osterlund 


THE VULTURES TAKE A ROADSIDE MEAL 


These black-winged angels 
have come down 

to resurrect the dead: 

a pair of beavers 

who did not make it 

across the road. 


The vultures wait for a pause in traffic. 
One roosts in a broken-topped alder, 
wings half-spread to warm its breast 
in the rising sun. 

One circles low. 

Another perches on the guard-rail. 
And another, heeding the far-flung message, 
flies into sight. 

They wait, 

and then, without prayer, 

when the cars have cleared, 

they descend, 

tear open the bodies, 

gorge on fresh flesh. 

In a few hours they are gone, 

the thick-skinned tails are too tough 
for even their beaks 

and are left to smaller angels. 

The crows move in and pick the bones. 
In a few days all that’s left 

are two tire-tanned pelts. 

The vultures off circling, soaring, waiting, 
sharp eyes seeking 

the next sacrament. 


James Dott 


A DREAM OF THE SEQUENCE 


a dream of the sequence of flowers opening, 

of the sweet smell of wisdom on the free path. 
walking to the cadence of shakespeare, 

we arbitrate between the source of songs and the 
senses. 

we enrich the flowers, our thoughts are bees 
that, getting filthy with pollen, fly home, make honey. 
our words are the blossoms of thoughts 

balanced between enigma and new constitutional 
freedoms 

without which we are not human 

without which we cannot breathe 


Vic Campbell 


GARDEN 


Everything that blooms reminds us 

of a place we left behind. We surround ourselves 

with symbols of an unreachable content: the calm 
everyday unfolding of daylily, tigridia, morning glory; 
the wanton spreading of corrugated poppy petals 

out to catch the early sun; opulent fragrance 

of old roses; amplitude of asters in September. 


Let me descend on a thread from the branches 

of a blooming autumnalis cherry. 
Let me curl in the satiny cleft of a blowsy camellia. 
Let me seed myself like the cosmos, root 

like a bough of rosemary in a glass. 


In every season we are minion to the binding earth. 

We pull sour dock, quackgrass, cress, Chinese clover, 
dandelion, hawkweed as first leaves emerge, 

track the roots of Canadian bluebell, Bishop’s weed, 
search out bindweed and moonvine. We spread manure. 
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We prune, water, cut back, tie up, train, espalier, graft; 
shape limbs, supporting here, denuding there 

as if there were something to uncover besides topsoil. 
When light ebbs, when the bitter odor 

of chrysanthemum turns the reluctant mind 

to thoughts of winter, we plant bulbs, reassuring 
ourselves that the earth will go on turning, 

that green will emerge one more time, that snowdrops, 
aconite, anemone, narcissus, squil, daffodil, tulip 

will push their way from earth into the light. 

What dies back is taken off for composting. 


Let me unfurl: petal, sepal, stamen, pistil. 
Create me again and again. 
Prepare earth and let me settle somewhere 
new. 
Let me lie deep in rich black loam 
to force my way up through the rain. 


Carolyn Maddux 
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ONE HUNDRED-SIXTY MILES 


One hundred-sixty miles 

To Aberdeen. 

Rain fine as chick’s breath. 
Speedometer reads fifty miles-per-hour. 
The radio bleeding silky jazz notes, 
Smooth honey-dripping tango. 

No rush today, man. 

Don’t push that river. 


Beside the road 
Second growth timber. 
Even 

Steady 

Light 

Sulks here, unsure 

Of the path through. 


Along the way 

Bracken fern has decayed 

From bright asparagus-green 

to ruddy-orange, skirting the fringe, 
Softer and softer while 

Sleep licks them. 


Silver glazed road unwinds. 
We are the road. 


Breath tangles with 

Cups of black coffee. 

Sol Duc River, the sign says. 
Beneath spinning wheels 
Freshets carve reality 

From duff and clay and windfall. 


Six miles up a gravel road 
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Detour to a mushroom patch 
Chantrelles golden with embezzled light. 
It is good here. 


Outside log trucks careen past 
Spitting gravel like lead pellets. 
Waging war on my emotions. 
My song is the land’s song. 


Everywhere duff deadens. 

Drizzle hangs like dirty gray tapestry, 
And lichen: lime-green, chartreuse, thalo. 
Viridian wands. 


One hundred sixty-six miles to Aberdeen. 
You forget about your appointment, 

The way home. You 

forget about your wife, her lovely way 

Of saving you. 


Stumble across a great felled cedar. 

Left because there was no price in 1920. 
Sacrificed because they were in the way. 
Today it is a path, 

A nurse tree for new growth, an accession. 
Moss and lichen you never saw before unfurl, 
The name of twelve ferns 

You've learned over the years 

Only to forget. 


All hunker here like lost islands, 

Miniature forests, Gulliver-like continents of faith. 
Names like Juniper haircap, crane-bill, 

Deer fern, sword fern, Maidenhair. 

Green on green on green, all the way 

To highway 101. 
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You believe in the mushrooms, 

But rain soaks to your knees, anyway. 
Wicks, and 

Legs metamorphose like water-sucking roots 
No different than the rest 

Of the forest. 


Why 
Should you be? 


We are the road. 


Rain falls hard. 
Hear it. 


A cacophony of weeping 
Luminous as 
Dharma Ta. 


We are the road. 


David Campiche 
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"Emily's Window" 


POPPIES 


My mother filled the air I breathed 
with all the verses 

of all the folksongs and hymns 

she had learned in the orphanage. 
I was smitten 

by her heavenward voice 

her heartbreaking beauty 

the fleeting comfort of her soft embrace 
and her fathomless sadness. 

She disdained her lucky pennies 
and four-leaved clovers 

and never let me 

pick poppies 

for the bouquets we gathered 

in the fields along the Autobahn 
because they would not keep. 


In another continent 

I grew a cottage garden 
jubilant with flowers 
including those coveted 
Flanders poppies 

for the blue pitcher 

on the dining room table. 


Now I watch my bouquets 
at ebb tide and flood tide 
drift in the river 

with her ashes 

and concede 

she was right about poppies 
after all. 


Karin Temple 
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CATHEDRAL 


Emerald light 
rains from above, 
splashing on my skin. 


Tangled limbs 
and thick dark trunks 
robed in frail lichen. 


Verdant gowns, 
stirred by the wind, 
brush against my face. 


Each breath drawn 
explores the life 
of this magic place. 


Echoless 
cushioned silence 
beckons me to stay. 


Thrones of ferns 
draw me down, in 
solitude arrayed: 


Fading light... 

sweet hours have passed 
without shift of scene. 
Deeply changed, 

I now leave, this 


holy place of green. 


James Ricketts 
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MASTERPIECE 


Shrouded sky, 
Earth entombed, 
Await the resurrecting sun. 


Blotting up the inky shadows, 
Lifting ebon veils, 
Spilling forth a burst of brilliance. 
Fields of jade, 

And azure seas, 

Splashy crimson hues. 


Nature’s blazing palette, 
Streaming golden rays of hope. 


Each new day—a masterpiece. 


Donna Pomeroy 
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AGE & LEAVES 


Age and leaves in similar rhythm. 
Dropping one by one. 

Lying spent and unclaimed. 

They are tread upon, uncaringly by others. 
Who knows not what their life had been. 
Still more dropping again and again. 

Time passing slowly as do seasons. 

The wind often catching and throwing them 
gently. 

Often un-noticed until too late. 


Charnell Waller 
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FRAGMENTO 
A tone poem— 


At sea level 

the mind 
momentary stillness 
time 


A changing tide today 
becomes a pre-dawn soliloquy 
ebb before flow 

along the shore 


Green hope-filled words 

echo and rebound 

for a thousand miles 

through some mysterious realm 
wave whisped and scattered 

at sea 

fragments 

syllables 

resonate 

like ancient sailor’s chants 
brushing unknown ears somewhere 
or damp scratched messages 
stuffed in corked bottles 

borne along by the sea 

for eons 


Jet black sky sheds night 
moon of mystery shines 
barely visible 

chalk-white, silver crescent 
glows 
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Thought within thought 

word within word 

probabilities emerge 

across the face of the moon 
shadow clouds drift obscure 
laced in planes and dimensions 
whispered to sea air 


Along paths in the dunes 
across sand and drift 

to the sea 

reflect the moon 

fluttering grasses 

slender mirrored strands 
alive and rooted 

woven earthbound crescents 
sway 


Thoughts 
improvisations 
come and go 

near tidal streams 
wave 

shadow 

wave 

thought into word 
recur 

angled light refracts 
perceptions appear and recede 
like tides 
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A solitary silhouette 

emerges 

silent now 

along the shore 

toward the sea’s undulations 
wisdom arrives on an incoming tide 
abstractions everywhere 

cast by a circadian moon 

the sea 

someone walking and thinking. 


Caby Anderson 
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AURA 


Sun dogs chase the halo 
round the afternoon 
just ice crystals 

in the atmosphere 
fallen from 

tails of comets. 

The retina knows them 
as wing of sweat bee 

or cuckoo wasp, 

scale of rainbow perch, 
mussel and 

abalone shell. 

Who would give all 
because a sea slug 
dazzled through a pool? 
To the pupil they are as one, 
on earth, on sea, on sun, 
oil on glass, 

opals, or mist, 

borealis and australis. 
Not sign or omen, 
everlife and hope, 

just ice crystals 

through a telescope. 


Reba Owen 
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by Beth Milander 


"Spring Equinox" 


METEOROLOGICAL OBSERVATIONS 


We drive home across the wind. Wet, westerly 
bending trees: rain-pressed leaves of cottonwood 
slap at the windshield like fins, 

struggle like fish twisting and flapping 

against a deck’s hard, salted boards. 


The rain has brought back the stream, 

which last July buried itself like a salamander 
among the worn and tumbled stones. 

Today it whispers thinly over the falls like a lover 
trying to re-enter someone’s good graces. 


The wind comes up in a sky suddenly clear 
and hard, paint-blue, enamel on steel. 

Rakish leaves, chromium, cadmium, ochre 
dance among lightwires. Maple seeds, loosed, 
go pinwheeling off at any angle. 


Dahlias have their dark sides. They lean 

like derelicts. An earwig seeks shelter 

where lemon yellow grows streaks of brown. 

The garden is taking its leave of us: wine-red 
chrysanthemums bloom goodbye on rotting stems. 


Leaves rattle down the sidewalks like water 
over stones. They whirl and eddy, rush off 
in rapids of purple plum, pear, sugar maple, 
white oak. The street becomes a river 

of leaves in flood. We struggle upstream, 
single-minded as salmon coming home. 


Carolyn Maddux 
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NIGHT OF FIRST RAIN 


This house I walk by pours water 
Like a faucet--the gutter busts a gut. 


Curbs churn with new streams 
Running full-tilt boogie down the hill. 


Rain whispers on tired leaves. 
Summer-burned gardens soak it up. 


The tips of my umbrella drip 
And weep at going back to work. 


But tonight the rustle of first rain 
Drops into a soft, self-satisfied chuckle: 


Autumn’s come in again. 


Anne Witty 
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MUSIC 


It’s the rain. 

That steady drip-dropping 
like a clock 
tick-tocking 

keeping me awake 

to hear 

what it is. 

Assured, I wonder 
how it can be so 
metronome regular 
and let it play to 

me back to sleep 
tap-dancing 

now 

like vaudeville across 
a polished 

stage clickity-clickity. 
Maybe sleet. 


Anne Splane Phillips 
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TO START BY TODAY... 
... AND TOMORROW. 


The dim lit light lay quietly 

over the bay. 

Gazing out into the morning light 
blinking, blinking, slowly blinking away. 
Turning into day 

the future of night did appear. 


Lucien Swerdloff 
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YEARNING 


All alone I stand on an empty beach. 
Something calls to me softly 
that’s far beyond my reach. 
As a solitary sentinel I’m alone 
with the gulls. Their sad plaintive 
cries echo through my soul. 
Yearning for something deep in 
my heart I wonder at this feeling 
that tears me apart. The cool 
ocean breeze caresses my skin. 
Ripples of gooseflesh quickly begin. 
The blue gray ocean and slate gray 
sky touch in the distance drawing 
my eyes. Struck anew by this feeling 
I’ve been there before, I yearn once 
again for those distant shores. 
The cry of the gulls, the crash of the 
waves, pull together the fragments 
of my scattered days. 


Orvetta Hill Osterlund 
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THOUGHTS 


Sitting alone on an old tree that had washed 
Ashore watching as the fog bank started to 
Lift the air was clean fresh and alive 

With the scent of the sea. 

The time was fleeing as it always does 
When the hour of dawn is so beautiful. 
The ocean said to me, “Don’t go, stay 

And make wishes, dreams of tomorrows; 
Come and go in your languid mood my 
Motion is a symphony to your emotion.” 
When the sun came up I stood to leave 
With a promise to return. 


M.L. Newell 
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ELMO’S FIRE 


Dark and Eerie through the night 
Strong wind drives rain like spikes 
make Appalachian waves 
ever ready 
to crush the ship 
sails shredded to extinction— 
cut away by men who 
fear they shall no more ride 
the Nantucket sleigh. 

So they confide in the unforgiving sea 
what a whaler’s love should be 
Ever tooking, 

Ever hoping, 
for a sign with which to guide them, 
The stars are hidden, the moon is 
gone, 
and with the coming of the dawn, 
who knows? 

Will they continue on to weather 
another squall, or shall 
they drift apart, giving their cares to 
Davy Jones? 

But now a quiet breaks 
the storm, 
and though it continues on, the 
men, each one, stare in awe at 
the glowing masts and lance. 

St. Elmo’s Fire, it is called, 
and certainly Heaven-sent 
they say, 
to bless the crew of this good ship, 
to assure them that their prayers 
have been heard today. 


Dan Steiner 
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END RUN 


Three o’clock on a Sunday afternoon, December twenty- 
fourth and a lone crab boat called Lady Luck bucks 

twenty foot seas and skies as graystruck as dirty tree bark. 
Donnie Cawhill, he can’t see thirty feet through storm that 
wraps about him, across slimy windows marred with salt 
and ocean sludge. The boat lists drunkenly and all Donnie 
can remember is the pale white face and painted cherry lips 
of his wife, Jenny, and his three year old son. Later, mother 
and son will recount how a sunpocked winter morning 
deteriorated suddenly into a sou’ wester, how the barometer 
dropped fourteen points in six hours until the flourescent 
needle read gale, her mindset then, the understated caution 
or fear that wives of fisherman stow out of sight, but never 
out of mind. In the wheelhouse Donnie remembers a 
Saturday night, playing football in Quinault, when he ran 
back three touchdowns while the crowd screamed his name; 
screamed above the screech of a storm not unlike this, but 
there — on the best night of his life — how his feet would 
anchor occasionally onto terra firma, even though the 
playing field had turned as unctuous as peat. He recalls all 
that, as the ocean crests into twenty-five foot combers 
tinctured glaucous and bottle-blue. Donnie is still twenty 
miles from the harbor entrance, that raven colored jetty that 
promises the rest of his life. 


Four in the afternoon. No sunset. The skipper knows he 
won't flatter that marvelous light this evening, and 
stumbles into devil thoughts, like, Maybe, never again, 
then remembers his Lord. Donnie is nothing if not a good 
Christian. He found Jesus the night his first child died, his 
persona shifting from hell raiser to pious supplicant. But, 
even now, he curses his lack of faith. The ship’s clock 
strikes five. Back home, Jenny ratchets the black knob on 
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the black stove until the white lines synchronize at three 
hundred-fifty degrees, then jams a Christmas roast 
impatiently into an immaculate oven. Already, her hands 
are shaky. She turns. From the spotless checkered 
linoleum floor, Kevin watches curiously as his mother’s 
hand reaches for the wall telephone. Shaped like his 
Binkie, the plastic receiver is thalo-green, and the baby 
wants it. His mother picked it out at Dollar Mania with 
her best friend Gail, whom she dials even now, then waits 
through four rings and hard silence, wondering about him, 
half a day late, already. She is pretty, though not as 
striking as on that night nine years ago when she 
screamed, “DonnieDonnieDonnie” as he yarded out 
another touchdown, scampering past tacklers on his way 
to Aberdeen High’s King for a Day. And she wanted him. 
On the sidelines, her honey and straw hair was cooped into 
a rich golden mat like Rapunzel’s, under the bright yellow 
rain hat that only the cheer leaders wore. That same night 
he juiced her. The Chevy steamed and rocked, but not for 
long. She didn’t know better, really. She wanted him the 
way a shaman covets a talisman, her shiny silver-boy- 
medal with spangles that proclaimed: this game was mine. 


Five o’clock before dark. Lady Luck is out of sight, 

each window steamed and annointed by sheets of salt and 
storm. The cabin light slinks out like a teenager breaking 
home rule, the storm burying the cabin’s vanilla strobe 
under mighty folds of charging sky and water. The waves, 
so docile and lovely from a summer shore, have 
metamorphosed into winter demons, spoilers and 
squashers. Through the windows, the skipper’s face is 
tiny and stubbled, his lip bleeding. His deckhand, 
nineteen, retreats onto his back. Bile haunts him. The hull 
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of Lady Luck bounces airborne between combers that 
boomerang in ninety mile an hour gusts, then strikes the 
Lapstrake like giant hands, spanking. The boy moans, 
grabs a plastic bucket, and is slammed backwards against 
the bunk, his head bloodied. Simultaneously, Donnie is 
pried from the wheel, his body striking the bulkhead, the 
fingers in his left hand splintering like chicken bones 
under a Chinaman’s cleaver. “Jesus Christ,” he shouts, 
his sudden shameful words just beginning to usurp the 
pain. Jenny. Jenny, listen now, you know how these boys 
play? Probably, just had a good catch. Running late. 
He’ll be home soon, sweetie. Did you call the Bent 
Rudder? Trust me. And how did you stuff that turkey... 
you know, that sounds just delicious! Jenny’s best friend 
crosses her fingers and pleads a prayer, while another 
thirty foot comber smothers the deck of the floundering 
crabber, orange-skinned and stainless crab pots, coiled 
lemon-tangerine lines and middens of gear whisked away 
like yesterday’s hoop dreams. The boat lists, pirouettes, 
sliding sideways into an ocean trough. Two fishermen 
hears the bleat of water, a blast of shattered glass, 

then torrents. 


David Campiche 
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TEACHING SUNDAY SCHOOL 


I'd like to believe in a common canon 

but the sons and daughters of Adam and Eve 

want to play laser tag, wrestle in jello. 

At the beginning of the year, they “brainstorm” 
such social activities. Instead they will get 

the obligatory “pizza & video” party 

from their parents. Some younger ones want to know 
which Disney characters are from the Bible. 

After reading part of Genesis, we ask them 

to make “more creative” human beings. Out of clay 
the boys make mobile war machines 

and the girls produce bird or moon goddesses. 


When we try skits, they come alive in a new way. 
Two girls jump on a table, yell, “Let there be light!” 
The boys don’t want to play God, only the snake 

in the garden or Eve in drag, with great breathy 
voices that earn wolf whistles. They have more fun 
than we ever had. When we get to the First Murder, 
they assume that Cain not only killed Abel, 

but ate him, the original story not horrific enough 
by modern cinematic standards. And one girl asks, 
“Who wrote these stories, anyway?” 


Karen Braucher 
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INVASION OF THE FIVE-YEAR-OLDS 


Their high-tech stick horses 
with squeezable ears 


clipclop and whinny. 
Racing in circles, willing 


to break, they go fast, 
faster. One screams, 


“I’m first! First!” 
Elbowing her way 


to the front of what? 
Another bobs up, down, 


crumples for no reason on the floor. 
“You're It!” yells another, hitting 


a boy on the arm, exuberance 
and violence so close they touch. 


In a corner, a girl spends hours 
making musical instruments 


out of paper: panflute, glockenspiel, 
marimba. Later, three dance to 


“Itsy bitsy teeny weeny 
yellow polka dot bikini” 


till one rushes to me and asks, 
“Does the sky have bones?” 


Karen Braucher 
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THE TASK AT HAND 


Downhill, near the Catholic school, 
slowing at a cross-hatched crossing, 
my tires sprayed black rain. 


On the half-dark sidewalk there 
the workman stoops to awkward height. 
Huge arms hold him to the task at hand. 


A yellow slickered child, her patent leather 
toe dance stilled a captured moment, halts, 
head up, before her sprint toward morning. 


In slow, deliberate yanks, his calloused hands 
twist fine red hair into two fat plaits. 
At stiff fingertips, ribbons flutter. 


Set free and tossing kisses, she skips to light 
and all the good inside. Without, 
he catches them and watches, making do. 


Donna K. Wright 
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WOMEN TO WEEP FOR AND WITH 


She hired on to housekeep for a widowed man 
With seven little kids.. 

Doris, the middle child, was seven 

And she and May, age nine, had taken on the 
cooking 

And the care of little brothers. 


She was glad to have the work. 
She cleaned and cooked and loved the children well. 


And they loved her! 

Young and strong and pretty 

More like one of them 

Than like their worn-down real Mother 
Who'd died a year before. 


And then she loved the man 

and, three years later, 

Married him and had his child 

Still being the happy, pretty mother 

to Doris and May and the five little boys. 


It must have been too hard. 

When Doris was eleven 

On a day they were all at a picnic on the beach 

the stepmother, Mary, picked up her year old child 
and walked into the lake 

until they disappeared. 


Doris told me this sixty years later 
at the edge of the sea 

When I had been describing 
glibly, maybe, to impress her, 

the pull of the tide on my soul. 


“Don’t go too close,” she said. 


Mary Longton 
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PLAY IT SWEETLY 


the old black man 

lifts the trumpet to his lips 
whispering something to me 

in the crowded room where i wait 
carrying things in front pockets 
for a very long time 


never have the words of gods 
been so well-spoken 

as when the drift of that trumpet 
through the bent blue sorrow 

of the black man’s life 
disarmed me 


though 1 yearn to 

i could never tell 

but live my life disguised 

that you might know 

a secret only leaves can rustle 
and a life 

lived a little like constant prayer 


Vic Campbell 
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ON THE TWENTY-FIRST BIRTHDAY 
OF VINCENZIO GALILEI 


After the extravagant meal, he took 

his son up to the dusty, candlelit 

study, laid his hands on the device, and shook 
as he allowed the boy to handle it. 

He showed him how to maneuver the brass 
cylinder, held his face up to the lens, 

and let him look into the polished glass. 
That night he focused the pale light of men’s 
imaginations. They saw galaxies 

expanding, stars exploding, lineaments 

of God’s face in the moon, the Pleiades, 
men’s eminence and men’s inconsequence. 
But so much more can my son see the better, 
if I can help him understand the latter. 


Bart E. Baxter 
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SOULBURNER’S HEART 


Stealthy, sly, slippery words 

Prey that they kept you true 

Or suffer the wrath 

Game, Labyrinth, Maze of the mind. 


Beware of those traps, 

Lips conquer to the surface its ugly head. 
Feelings to offend only 

Be wary of your verbal 

Footing and hold steadfast. 

Seductive, soothing words. 


Velvet to the ear, soft caressing 

Touches ignite the cooling air 

Giving off sparks of suggestion worth pursuing. 
Game, Labyrinth, Maze of the mind. 


Sting that paralyzes the inner chamber 
Beware of your venomous poison, 

The cost could be your own undoing, 
Your ruin, your own defeat. 

Game, Labyrinth, Maze of the mind. 


Sabina Brown 
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In Memory of Michele 
CLOAKS 


We weave our lives in many colors 

Remembered rose, forgotten gray 

Some threads are strong, they clothe our children 
Some threads are frail, they break away. 


So spin with care each moment’s fabric 
Choose coloured threads both strong and true 
A cloak we weave to warm another 

Must serve them well, a lifetime through. 


I'd like to weave a summer’s gladness 
To cloak my heart in friendly hues 
Then if you feel a winter’s sadness 
My heart is warm for you to use. 


So spin with care each moments fabric 
Choose coloured threads both strong and true 
A cloak we weave to warm another 

Must serve them well, a lifetime Through. 


Michele Easton Cortright 
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WHY I AM NOT THE PUBLIC DRUNK 


in 1939 grandpa got a job 
introducing arkansas to 
california. 

he worked for cal worthington 
for a while, i am told, 

selling big used cars under 
bigger banners under 

blue california skies. 
sometimes he would 

send postcards back home 

to his only child, telling 

him about the endless lights 
and skyline and, if you could 
read between the lines, 

about the long nights and 
shattered whiskey glasses 

and all the ladies named irene. 


my father’s job was to get 

a degree and raise blond kids 
who knew how to shake hands 
at social frays. 

his job was to stay married 
once, to be healthy, 

to break the chain. 


sometimes i stare at a glass of 
beer on my table and wonder if 

i could be a drunk. and sometimes 
i wade knee deep in an ocean 

and don’t even remember 

the name of california. 


and maybe that’s my job. 
maybe that’s my job. 


kc killingsworth 
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GETTING FROM HERE TO THERE 


When I’m driving my dark blue automatic steering, 
power windows, anti-lock brakes, hard to park just anywhere, 
Chevrolet, seats eight, three of which have infant car seats 
anchored down while five of our seven children argue about 
which song they want to sing next simultaneously telling me 
that one has to go to the bathroom “really bad” Suburban, | 
am cautious. 

I am looking out the side mirrors, glancing back 
through the rear view mirror, pass the particular boy child 
yelling at me that he really, really has to go! To the traffic 
behind me, watching the log truck coming toward me and the 
car on my right sticking its bent chrome nose out over the 
white line as it jerks to a stop on its way out of a side street, 
while putting the winning tape in, applying a quick smear of 
“Apricot Kiss” over my lips, attempting to grab the pile of 
library books as they slide under my feet as all the kids holler, 
“RED LIGHT!” 

I’m driving. I’m in charge. I’m very serious about 
getting to where I want to go. Safely. All in one piece. With 
all my children singing, dry, and happy. It’s a trick. Driving 
under these conditions requires diligence. Commitment. 
Sacrifice. Then throw in Rain. Wind. And make it Night. 
Oh yes, Fog. Hard to drive I can’t see where I’m going. 
Shoulders get tight. I lean into the wheel. I squint. I don’t 
know, maybe I can see better when I squint. I know that it 
makes my jaws ache and the skin on my skull pull like when 
my mom used to make my ponytail too tight. Bright lights 
only make it more difficult so I drive by memory. This curve 
goes to the right. That hill has a narrow bridge. Tricky! My 
children sing through the Storms, the Detours, the closed 
bridge in Longview at two in the morning. Maybe they notice 
that I sing right along with them when the going gets tough. 
We put on a tape of Oldies and Goldies and turn it up loud to 
chase away the dark. 
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I don’t let my children get in a car and ride with just 
anyone. Always been like that. It’s my job to get them from 
here to there. The journey is a very, very important part of 
the trip. In fact it is how you get somewhere that determines 
how and when you arrive. It’s tricky. Too fast, you’re too 
early. Too slow, you miss the boat. 

Seatbelts on. If they get unbuckled I pull over. 
Hands inside the car. Windows only half way down when we 
are going over twenty, twenty-five. No hitting, pinching, 
kicking, or spitting. And no blood curdling screams. Ever! 
No Walkmans and no rap. 

Yes, I have rules. 

My dark blue automatic steering, power windows, 
anti-lock brakes, hard to park just anywhere, Chevrolet, seats 
eight, three of which have infant car seats anchored down 
while five of our seven children argue about which song they 
want to sing next simultaneously telling me that one has to go 
to the bathroom “really bad” Suburban, carries very precious 
cargo. 

I’m a mother and I’m driving! 


Christy Phillips-Matlock 
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SILK 


Silk folds form a smile 
beneath twin coals 
the fire within biding 
its time content for 
the moment to smolder 
behind cascades of 
deep cinnamon falling 
over the foothills veiling 
delicate flowers in 
full bloom sprinkling 
their sweet scent 
down to a child’s 
swimming hole from 
which the child learns 
the excitement of secrets 
the child grows into a man, 
with the need for something 
more he moveson downto 
the forest which hides a 
private grotto yet unexplored 
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by man who is in turn 
thrilled by the beauty of it all 
but still curious he learns to understand 
that there is more to this fertile crescent 
than that which no one sees 
he travels north 
again past his childhood swimming 
hole towards the flowers 
in full bloom veiled by the 
cinnamon cascades which 
flow down the foothills and 
to the coals from which 
coldfire peaks when 
the occasion presents itself 
His explorations are almost 
at an end, but yet is he 
still unaware that when he 
steps through these newly found 
windows something awaits him 
which he will never comprehend 


Dan Steiner 
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JAMES 


The first time James came to class 
without his teeth 

I couldn’t look at him 

ashamed 

because I have teeth 

and parents 

and money enough to visit Chile 
in the winter. 


With spare change in his pocket 
he makes a choice 

about buying a soda 

or using the money to buy gas 
so he can go to a poetry reading 
for extra credit. 


Essay in hand, he comes to me 
and asks where to put a comma 
in the sentence about his life 

as a logger. 


I live in a small town 

but my world is big. 

My experience 

takes me out of 

the back of a pick up 

loaded with wood and 
shed-horns and a barking dog. 


I have Provence and Portugal, 


the South Pacific and the Andes 
to comfort me. 
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I have Auden and Elizabeth Bishop 
and Paul Bunyan and Athena 

by my bed. 

I eat arugula and cilantro 

and wash it down with 

dry red wine from a glass 

I bought in Prague. 


I stand at the edge of a well-appointed life 
and think of the Emperor 

in his new clothes. 

There’s something about us, 

James and me 

that can’t be captured by the circumstances, 
his tattoos or my diamond necklace. 


When we come together, 
in a silent room, 

on a sunny morning, 

it doesn’t matter that 

he has no teeth 

and that mine 

cost four thousand dollars. 


Instead we laugh quietly, 

elbows touching, heads bowed 

and add commas 

and adjectives 

to a ragged piece of notebook paper, 
putting the finishing touches 

on the masterpiece 

of our common lives. 


Kelly Madden 
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DOCTOR OF PHRENOLOGY 


Listen. When I introduce you 

to my brother, don’t let him 

scare you or catch you 

off-guard. Howard 

has been strange since childhood. 

He used to do cruel things with neighbors’ 
pets, things with clothespins 

and his Erector set. 


Watch him carefully when you shake 
his hand, watch his eyes all the time. 
Don’t let him start talking 

about your head, because if he does, 
he’ll reach into his coat pocket 

and extract the calipers. But once 

you see the calipers, don’t start 
arguing with him, he might get violent. 
It’s easier just to play along. Try 

to relax. Let him examine you. 
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I don’t think he’s ever hurt 

anyone. Cats maybe, when he was younger, 
but never anything human. He may try to 
measure your head, put the cold steel calipers 
against your temples, tightening them 

to find the exact width 

of your skull. He may measure 

other distances then and you may feel 
uncomfortable. That’s all right. 

He’ll finish soon enough and get out 
pencil and notepad to calculate 

your brain size. He likes 

to tell jokes and make small talk 

just like a real doctor. He’ll tell you 

about his love life, that he’s only interested 
in intelligent girls, and that he’ll marry 
the first one with a brain 

as large as his. 


Listen. He’s going to be here 

in a few minutes. Don’t be afraid, 
phrenology is a harmless hobby. 

You look nervous. Try to relax. 

But if he whispers in your ear, 

“I'd really like to get into your 

skull,” start screaming. I think he’ll stop 
if you scream. I only mention it 

because I heard him talk once 

about drill bits and core samples. Watch out 
for that, I don’t think he realizes 

it’s not safe. 
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And when he’s about done, 

he’ ll tell you that you have gorgeous 

hair, but his fingers won’t touch 

your hair, they’ ll go straight through 

to your scalp, searching out 

minor bumps and indentations. He’ll only take 
a minute, but when he’s done, he’ll know you 
and tell you your life--your age 

and your mother’s weight are easy for him. 
Don’t let him impress or frighten you. 

Just watch out if he starts 

talking about cranial plates 

and fontanelles, or his research 

into the gentle art of trepanning. 

I’m not sure what these things mean 

but the way he says them worries me. 


After the exam, say “Howard, 

thanks for examining me.” 

He’ll be grateful then and kiss you softly 
on the forehead. You’ll see that his eyes 
will have lost all their intensity 

and he’Il let you go away 

unscathed. 


Robert Brown 
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ANNIVERSARIES 


He used to bring me 

long stemmed red roses 
without thorns 

in a beautiful gold foil box. 
Tight new buds 

chock-full with color, 

rich 

with the perfume of 
promise. 


A small white card, 
laboriously 
handwritten 

was proudly 
exchanged for an 
hour of his 
precious 

time. 


I oohed and 
ahhhed. 


I intimately 
and gently 
arranged them 
in our best 
crystal vase 
placing them 
in the center 
of our highly 
polished 
cherry wood 
dining table 
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surrounded by six 
empty, 

matching 
needlepoint 

seat cushioned 
chairs. 


Today 

our kids 

climb and 

squeal 

all over him 

as he opens 

the screen door, 
grabbing his 

old canvas 

backpack, 

they cheerfully 

pull out 

a bunch of 

bright yellow 
daffodils, 

held together 

with a deep blue 
rubber band, the 
bright green stems 
dripping a sticky goo 
on the kitchen floor 
our kids yelling, 
“Slime!” in unison, 
organic celery 
wearing a red rubber band 
is ignored, 

two rolls of ordinary 
toilet paper are pushed 
aside. 
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I quickly rescue 
one large loaf 
of French bread 
yeasty and warm 
from the small 
bakery on the 
corner 

where he 

locks his bike, 
three red vine 
ripened tomatoes 
and the 
afternoon 
edition of the 
daily newspaper. 


I ooh and 

ahh 

as each child 
takes a turn 
sticking the 
bright yellow 
flowers 

in our 

chipped crystal 
vase 

spilling 

water and daffodil goo 
in the 

center 

of the 
scratched 
cherry wood 
dining table 
that sits in the 
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center of 

our sunlit 
kitchen 
surrounded 

by 

SIX 

occupied 
needlepoint 
seat cushioned 
chairs 
intimately 
faded and worn. 


Our kids 
giggle 

as he 

kisses 

me 

on the mouth. 


Christy Phillips-Matlock 
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SOMETIMES WHEN LONGING 


Sometimes 

when longing rings through me 
like the tolling of a bell, 

your name 

hangs in the listening 

stillness, and I recall 
adream... 


Under a milk-white 

moon we stand, 

speaking a language with 

no words, yet all is known-- 
soft-hearted night, fragrant with 
grace, hidden from 

the waking day... 


Then yesterday you came 
out of the vanished past, 
came back as if from 


death, as though to give 
God’s own sweet interest 
flesh. 


Now I have become 
the sound of ringing laughter 
in a room 
where two friends meet, 
after long absence, 
in 


amazed surprise. 


Rae Marie Zimmerling 
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SONNETS 
II 


O selfish lover, who'll not spare a kiss 

Because of trivial moods and arguments! 

How oft have I, though soul fell short of bliss, 
Willed gentleness, and asked no recompense. 
What young love dares not ask, marriage decrees; 
I mean not servitude, nor timely flowers, 

Nor yet the happy parting of the knees 

Which is, indeed, a sport for better hours; 

The simple thing, the kind and quiet sign 

Which tells that even in these troubled days 

Love still holds sway — all that I own is thine, 

I ask for only this. Such are love’s ways: 
Endurance springs from kindness, will, and measure, 
While rank decay attends one’s passing pleasure. 


C.A. Corbell 
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VI 


So now, years later, finally, you admit 

Before the wrongs I did you — all response 

To some deep wrong I felt, in my mad fit — 

Before these, Lesbia, you'd looked askance 

At me bringing my kisses home to you 

And murmured to yourself weak, wicked things, 
That our love was played out — false wife, untrue! - 
Though I, till scorned, still honored those cheap rings 
We'd placed upon our fingers in a vow 

To Hestia, still held within my breast 

Deep reverence for the wine we'd poured, the bough 
We'd plucked. My love quit not in that unrest; 

All this was your heart’s arson, girl. Af tu, 
Corbelle, obdura. Hell has her due. 


C.A. Corbell 
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DOTTIE 


In the motor home, 
under a collapsible table 
is Dottie’s kissing block. 


When at 74, with sore neck and stiff limbs, 

she wants to do more than peck 

Hal’s cheek (as they stop for the night at a state park), 
she pulls out the block 

and perches upon it. 


Eyes level with the man she loves, 
she kisses him 

long and lingering 

tasting 25 years old in her mouth. 


She has one in her kitchen too, 

a likely place, it waits, the block, 
while Dottie makes 

a sour-créme and lemon pie as 
Hal reads the daily paper. 


Dishes done, 

near the yellow towel she hangs to dry, 
they stand, 

without strain or blame 

she on her block 

he in thin socks 

they pause, they pulse, they vibrate 

to kiss an ageless kiss. 


Kelly Madden 
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PASSION FRUIT 


A little raspberry syrup 
mouth to mouth rejuvenation 


feeling free and frisky 

and a bit like juveniles, 

I press the reverent sweetness 
to your lips 

down your chest 

along your quivering thighs 


You become the perfect 
human sundae 

Sunday morning 

and all afternoon, 

as I hungrily nibble 

a dessert of desire, 
sweet summer surprises, 
indelible memory 


Lick it all off, every drop, 
--Quick! 

before the sheets 

are stained with berry juice 
and laughter 


Jan Bono 
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LEADBETTER POINT 


Gravitational limitations 

keep my physical body earthbound 
force me to walk, 

one slow step at a time, 
among thigh-high eel grass 
while my heart, 

brazen, unfettered hussy that she is, 
flits and skips and soars 

above beds of wild strawberries 


August hot, 
I watch the muscles 

of your neck, your legs, your back, 
as you blaze our trail 

to the end of the world 
blue-bottomed bees 

assaulting a myriad of blossoms 
tucked between scrub pine 

_ and shiny-leafed huckleberry 
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Butterflies fox-trot about us 
the ancient dance of desire 
Are they Monarchs? Viceroys? 
Dukes? Knights? Earls? Kings? 
I never can remember-- 
It doesn’t matter. 
What matters is the way 
the breeze teases the damp curls 
across your forehead 
First human intrusion 
of this tide’s receding 
two sets of footprints 
at the tip of the spit 
turn, toe to toe, 
...closer...closer...closer still... 
with gulls the only witnesses 
to our moment 
etched in sand 


Jan Bono 
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PIMPLIES QUE 
(for Sha) 


If I wrote you a love letter 
it would start out with a long approach; 
that is how any heaven is attained. 


If I wrote you a love letter 
it could recall the first time I saw you 
not when we met 
not then 
...the first time I saw you 
the time your head turned that certain way 
the way your hair fell off your brow 
in that moment 
in an instant 
the rose opened 
seeking the light; 
falling 
toward 
that 
sun. 
In the tent 
the world was you. 


If I wrote you a love letter 

it should credit e e COMMS Si MAP. 1 gs 
the alphabet of the fall _is in that poem: 

he knows. 


If I wrote you a love letter 
I would choose O 
or perhaps O 
the twin Orbs of the rising mOon and the setting moOn 
that night on the mountain; 


in the tent city 
you were ten thousand feet 
below. 


Over head, the quiescent moon crossed the dark sky 
bathing the landscape of dreams in a warm glow. 
On the snow, cold: slumbering snugly, the brilliant light 
penetrating the thin walls 
illuminating my soul; 
in the tent 
the moon was you. 


If I wrote you a love letter 
it would not end at the summit (that is never the end); 
it would gaze out upon the snowfields, the glaciers 
somewhere out there among the crevasses, hidden 
the deepest secret nobody knows 
the thing e. e. knows. 


If I wrote you a love letter 

it would search the snowcapped peaks of the far horizon 
for an end; 

beyond, into the thinning air of heaven itself: 

No end. 


That is what I would write 
if I wrote you a love letter. 


Lawrence Jordan 
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JANUARY 1, 1998 AM 


It is only a couple of hours til the new year 
arrives. 1am ina ballroom. Three-quarters of the room 
is taken up with various tables — some long, others short, 
some rectangular, others circular. Most of these tables 
have one or two snack assortments on them along with a 
few pitchers of water and several empty cups. Though, 
the reason for the cups is the vast quantities of alcohol 
rather than the water. A small portion of the front of the 
room is taken up with a vast array of musical equipment. 
Most notably is several “Bose” speakers. The music 
pouring from them echoes in my ears, while the beat 
pounds my heart. My mind imagines “the dance.” 

The room is filled with more than inanimate 
objects. Dozens of friends from work also populate this 
vast room. A few have only had a few drinks, but most 
are drunk. To my knowledge, there are only two who 
have had nothing to drink. One is pregnant, the other is 
myself. I watch as these people gather in their little 
clicks around the room. I watch as they use a portion of 
the floor for dancing. I watch as they talk among 
themselves. I watch as they purchase more alcohol. I 
watch. I imagine “the dance.” 

One of these friends attempts to coerce me into 
joining in the dancing on the floor. The music has 
slowed, I use my excuses, but deep inside I really want to 
dance. I succumb. I don’t know how to dance, she 
teaches me. She shows me how to stand and move and 
how to hold her (at arm’s length) and how to lead. I look 
at her, and though I consider her an enjoyable person, I 
imagine 
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again, even more deeply “the dance.” The song nears the 
end and I turn to sit, but she wants to dance one more, so 
I oblige. As I slowly move across the floor, once in a 
while joking and talking with this friend, I barely look in 
her eyes except when speaking to her. My thoughts and 
heart are not set on her, but on “the dance.” The song 
ends. I again take my place at the table. 

Time continues on. Mostly I observe, 
occasionally speaking or being spoken to. She again asks 
for a dance. This time the beat from the speakers pounds 
out for a quick, free moving dance. Different than the 
slow dance. But I find the feelings the same and the 
thoughts the same. Occasionally I notice her. 
Occasionally I look in her eyes. Mostly I dream of “the 
dance.” The song ends. The night goes on, but “the 
dance” never comes. I knew it wouldn’t. 

I continue on in life in loneliness patiently 
looking forward to the day when I can truly dance. That 
day when I can hear music, whether it pours out soft and 
sweet or loud and strong, and know that the one I dance 
with loves me and I love her. I can dance from now til 
eternity, but until I dance with the one I love, I have 
never danced. Until I can not only dance at arms length, 
but also pull that person in close and tight and twist and 
turn knowing she is mine and I am hers. Until I cannot 
turn my head because her eyes radiate her love to me. 
Until I dance with this person, I have not danced. I 
imagine and patiently wait for my dance to come. 


Aaron Gannaway 
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THE CHRISTMAS BOX 


Every year, for as long as I can remember since moving 
away from Dexter, Michigan, the small town in the Midwest 
where I grew up, a Christmas box has arrived in the early weeks 
of December bringing with it the memories of my childhood. 

The Christmas box is heavy, wrapped in brown paper 
and strongly secured with strapping tape. No longer bearing the 
rounded handwriting of my mother, so familiar to me from her 
many letters written over the years, the address label is now 
written in my father’s hand. 

Inside the box are small hand-wrapped gifts for the 
family—new kitchen towels, a bottle of Old Spice aftershave, 
chocolate covered cherries, the familiar fruitcake, long and 
squared which nobody ever eats, gifts for the children that no 
matter what their age, seem to be stuck in the time warp of toys 
for a ten-year old. My father becomes more thrifty as he ages, 
sending the children $10 one year, then $5 the next; then $1 and 
finally four quarters taped to an index card. 

The specialness of the Christmas box comes not from 
the wrapped gifts, however, but from the gifts of the spirit 
which, in their sameness each year, touch my soul and bring me 
home. Ina crazy world that is rapidly changing and where 
nothing stays the same, I hunger for these items that I know the 
box will contain. 

First, the box contains a bag full of Michigan leaves! 
Oh, the smell, the wonderful musty fragrance of the leaves, the 
crunch and crackle, the delicate veins silhouetted when the 
leaves are lifted to the light. They take me back to Michigan 
autumns, when as a child I raked the leaves into huge piles and 
Jumped into the haystack-shaped lumps at the side of the road. I 
can remember the smell and the feel of leaves covering me as I 
lay hidden in the pile. The delicious cozy feeling of being safe 
in my nest of leaves lingers with me now. And when I grew 
tired of playing in the leaves, my parents would set them on fire, 
and I would throw in horse chestnuts off the big old tree in the 
back yard and wait for them to pop. Long after I went to bed, I 
smelled the lingering smoke in the air and heard an occasional 
pop from the chestnuts exploding. Now as I reminisce, I can 
feel the heat of the fire as the dry leaves crackle and snap in the 
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blazing flames. All of this comes rushing back to me as I open 
the Christmas box and see Michigan leaves. 

Then there is the bittersweet. It is bundled together 
with thick rubber bands. It reminds me of my mother. She kept 
bunches of bittersweet in her cobalt blue vases all winter long 
until she replaced them with pussy willows in the spring. The 
bittersweet is a brilliant fiery orange with berries that pop out of 
their casings like popcorn. | put them in my mother’s blue vase, 
and they create a splashy burst of color that is vibrant and alive 
with the bright hue of a Michigan autumn. 

The Christmas box always contains a jar of Saunders 
hot fudge sauce which is so rich and heavenly that I tell my 
young children that it is poison, and then I eat it in secrecy in the 
bathroom, the only private place in the house. Saunders hot 
fudge reminds me of trips in the 50’s that my mother and father 
and I took when we went to Detroit shopping. Since we lived in 
a small town, we made a great expedition out of going to a 
shopping center. My father could not keep up with the rigors of 
shopping, so after an hour or so, he headed to the car with coffee 
and a doughnut and newspaper. If it was Christmas shopping, I 
begged my father to hold off on the trip until the weather was 
cold and snowy and there was a Santa on every corner. I loved 
the large crowds, the big department stores and their decorations, 
carols playing, the Salvation Army ringing bells on the street 
corners, and the feel of going from warm stores into the icy wind 
and snowflakes outside. Our trips included a visit to Saunders 
Soda Fountain where we waited for an available spot at the 
counter so that we could sit on the black leather stools and order 
hot fudge sundaes and tall glasses of ice water. Sundaes were 
served in silver trays with paper lining and contained round balls 
of pure french vanilla ice cream with warm fudge sauce spooned 
over the top. No whipped cream or cherry was added to mask 
the wonderful taste of hot fudge. As I open the Christmas box 
and feel the familiar shape of the glass jar of fudge sauce in its 
Christmas wrapping, I can taste the warm chocolate even before 
I open the jar. 

The box also contains soft chewy white candies with 
red and green Christmas trees in the center of the white nougat. 
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These are peppermint flavored, individually wrapped in 
cellophane, and we gobble them up quickly. They can be bought 
in any store, but they are a special treat coming from my father 
in Michigan. These gifts take me back to all those Christmases 
of my childhood. Those wonderful times of silent, snowy 
church on Christmas Eve, my first doll with real hair, the doll 
bed I broke on Christmas day when I leaned over to give my doll 
a kiss and busted through the bottom of the bed. 

And what would the box be without the Michigan 
apples! My father thinks of ingenious ways to wrap them for 
shipping. Sometimes they are wrapped in foil, sometimes in 
plastic bags, and sometimes in newspaper. They are labeled as 
to kind of apple and use: “Red Delicious, good for eating; 
Roman Beauty, use for cooking; Macintosh, soft apple; 
Jonathans, keep well.” Of course they make the box weigh a 
ton. When I receive the notice of a package at the post office, I 
rush to pick it up, and the fragrance of apples fills the post office 
as the heavy package is carried out. The tree ripened Michigan 
apples from home make my Christmas box complete. 

This year my father reminds me that he is getting older 
and hints that perhaps he will not send the Christmas box and 
will send money for a few gifts instead. Oh, the stabbing pain in 
my heart. Not this year, Daddy, please not this year. I want this 
sameness, this consistency in my life, this belief that some things 
never change, if only for a little while longer. 

And joy of joys! On December 6 the Christmas box 
arrives. And as the carrier hands me the package, I know 
instantly it is the Christmas box. The familiar handwriting and 
the Dexter Pharmacy label does not tell me anything I do not 
already know. And as I open the box, and the familiar fragrance 
of apples fills the air, tears run down my cheeks. I am home 
again in the warmth of my family’s love. My father has found a 
way to bring me home for Christmas. 


Gail Balden 
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REFLECTIONS OF LIFE 


Who is this person reflecting so solemnly back at me? 

I stand here and stare, as | try to guess at what I see. 
There are shadows in the reflection that cannot be defined. 
This is the mystery within my hidden-self, 

the mirror only outlines. 


Who am I, and what I am about, are not yet fully known. 
My soul seems to plunge in great depth, 

the mystery of which it holds. 

Constantly amazed am I, 

when hidden strengths become full-blown. 

A well, I can draw upon in times of stress, a backup, 

as my life unfolds. 


As each day passes, I learn more about myself and who I am. 
I am who I am, but I am still growing, learning, and changing. 
I shall always look upon my reflection with wonder, because 
each time, the pictures not the same. 

Each time I look, the answers will be different 

to the questions I am waging. 


Deborah Godwin 
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SNOWMOUND 


Imagine Henry Moore 

plays the sorcerer’s apprentice, 
rounding the neighborhood, 
burnishing the one great cloud 
that overhangs the city, urging 
the children into the streets 

on their red sleds, or into yards 
white as wedding gowns 

where snowmen emerge 

out of unwrinkled downs of light. 


My daughter, 

stranded out of town, 

will be surprised to find 
when she returns, a towering pile 
of snow mounded beneath 
her bedroom window, 

a great featureless mass, 
borne up from the driveway, 
one shovel at a time, 
testament to hours of tedium 
and mindless inertia. 
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Pipes cringe in the basement, 
calling my name before supper, 
reminding me of the imperatives, 
the rudimentary cavils of the mundane: 
plod about to outfit the cupboard, 
restock the candles and the kindling, 
scuff up the sidewalk 

with shovels and Sorels, 

clear the gutters, wrap the pipes, 
swaddle the roses. But oh, 

there are necessities that provision 
only the larder of the soul. 


Imagine Michaelangelo 

so blessed, returning home 

from Florence to Caprese 

to find that his father had secured 
and dressed a slab of marble 

the size of David and left it 
underneath his bedroom window. 
And what could be more urgent 
than to gesso the canvas of a painter, 
or ready the pristine world 

for the hands of a young scupltor? 


Bart E. Baxter 
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SINGING CORNER 


the roaring loudness 

of nightly darkness 

still and quiet it seems 
but flash...reckless 

in the street 

night air spinning 

into bright open light 
closed in by silver 
streaking through narrow 
alleyways winding on 
toward poseidon hands 
outstretched with long 
reaching prongs sharp 
and jabbing into the 
stillness unmoving without 
any more blood they 
continue walking into 

the steel wire fence 
bouncing back in random 
patterns go unseen 

yet one white haired 

man walks alone 
undisturbed by light or 
darkness in his wind shaped 
garden of leaves 


Lucien Swerdloff 
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COLUMBIA 


When mom worked at the cold, 
Smelly Altoona cannery, 
Mee-maw and I marched through 
Damp bunchgrass fields, 

Along cow-pied paths with Mike, 
His four legs motion-blurred. 


We'd cross a creaky swing-bridge 
To “the Shack” and warm it, 
For a time. 


The burning alder dispelled 
Ocean fog and mist, 
Uncurled our catalog-ordered 
Wallpaper. 


We ate oranges and white mints 

And listened to rain music on the roof. 
We contemplated red-yellow flames 
In the gray brick fireplace 

Like long-ago people in the caves 

Of Comarelles and Castillo. 


Anne Anderson 
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THE BELLY OF BUDDHA 


It is just dawn 

as I walk the streets 
of this distant city 
a thonged man 
with a belly 

as big as Asia 

steps out to gather 
his dry clothes 

A single raven 
cries out 

Three horses graze 
the thin grasses 
between concrete buildings 
Along a small river 
four men squatting 
on cardboard 

share food 

and nearby 

along the roadway 
a man with no legs 
pulls himself 

on a wooden board 
Yet a sweet wind 
blows in my face 

I try to say hello 

to a young woman 
she turns away 

and hides behind 
the belly of Buddha 


Russel Hunter 
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"Deep in Thought" by Zanoni Arizona 


THIS PATH BEFORE ME 


I wonder how I came to be, 

upon this path I see before me? 

It is not the one I began on, 

long ago, when I was young. 

My path of life has forked many times. 
Crooked and bent, away it winds. 

Lost and alone, or so it seemed, 
searching for whatever fate had deemed. 


I do not seek to go back to my past, 

to find what I do not lack. 

Those dreams of old are gone for good, 

and even if I so wished, I doubt that I could. 

I shall stay on this path I find myself on, 

and carry my memories of yesterday, 

of which I am fond. 

For I have changed from who I once was. 

Those old hopes, wishes, and dreams, are all gone. 


It is not always easy to follow fate’s decree, 
to be accepting of the future in store for me. 
I can hope to choose wisely upon occasion, 
to better myself with each decision. 

That is all I could ask, as I take my next step, 
and open the next door. 

To the future I cannot foresee, 

and the next step waiting for me. 


Deborah Godwin 
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THAT TRUCK 


That truck, 
That piece of junk, 
That rusty bucket of bolts— 


That’s a keeper 
That’s a classic vee-hic-le 
They don’t make them like that anymore. 


1972 F-100 
Solid body, I beam suspension 
Eight cylinder, inline, overhead valves 


Crowned with a cockroach 
Until we adopted it from the used car lot 
Where it had been abandoned by a pesticide company 


Been with us twenty-two years 
Towed the sailboat to Bruno’s Island 
Dragged the boat out of drought-bound Folsom Lake 


Carried diaper bags 
Hauled half a ton of horse manure 
Slept our family of four under the blue-striped camper shell 


Brought us to Oregon 

Kids, cats, dogs, rabbits, and furniture 
Seventeen hours up I-5, four stops for gas, 
Then over to the coast 


Rebuilt engine 

New four on the floor 

Three carburetors and counting 
That truck 

That vee-hic-le 


Is not for sale 


Nancy Hoffman 
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VULTURES 


My girlhood was not one of Barbie Dolls 

or Talking and Walking Linda or My Friend Flicka. 

It was kicking a football barefoot, feeling the sting 

as the ball fit perfectly into that one sweet spot. 

It was fingering the seams to throw a fastball, and 
burning Dad’s hand with a smack in his catcher’s mitt. 
My girlhood was daring fate walking atop the wooden 
framed backstop, fourteen feet off the ground or ducking 
into our handmade dirt hole to escape the barrage of rocks 
from strange boys and then standing up and firing walnut 
sized stones back at them. My girlhood was trading 
baseball cards with my older brother, but always saving 
Rocky Colavito, no matter what. 


But mostly my girlhood was the Vultures, 

our club of four—Kathy, Phyllis, Sheila, and me. 
We rampaged the neighborhood, jumping split rail 
fences, leaping hedgerows, vaulting shrubs and bushes 
until my legs were so sore my mother feared polio. 
We swooped out of young sycamores, yelling 
threats at the twin boys who dared ride through our 
neighborhood. We tied younger brothers into their 
sleeping bags and let the air out of enemy bicycle 
tires. We built forts in the swampy field down the 
street and swiped putty out of the windows of 
houses under construction. We wore masks and 
hiked up the creek that wound through the 
backyards of the rich people, spying on them 

as they sat on their patios or swam in their pools. 


We played hard and denied it was play. We got 

dirty and sweaty and bloody, and we were proud 

of every scratch. And I’m not sure when it ended really, 
when the Vultures became four girls humming Johnny 
Mathis tunes while our hair dried in curlers and we 

did our nails. I’m not sure when it ended, or if it ever did. 


Nancy Hoffman 
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THE LAST ONE 


I remember the warning clatter of the telephone, 

and the color of the morning sunshine that bounced 

off the formica table top to illuminate my mother’s face. 
I watched as the pain passed like poison from the voice 
on the telephone to settle deep in her heart. I saw the 
tears waiting in her eyes, but she held them there. The 
conversation ended quietly, her finger slowly depressing 
the button on the cradle. Her chin fell to her chest, and 
lowering her eyes she stared at the telephone that was in 
her hand as if it had somehow betrayed her. For a long 
moment she was still, and then she began to drag her 
finger around the rotary dial as if each movement took a 
supreme act of will. She raised the receiver to her face. I 
heard her say into the dull blackness, “He’s gone.” There 
were some tears then, but not many. She never spoke to 
me as I sat quietly and waited. My sister walked in 
crying, and my mother’s face collapsed. As if primed by 
my sister’s tears there was an eruption of grief and 
sobbing and pain. It frightened me. I walked out to the 
front porch. I sat on the edge as my family began to 
arrive. One by one they walked by me, not saying a 
word. I remember thinking, “My dad wouldn’t leave me 
alone like this if he were here.’ 


And then I cried. 


James Ricketts 
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WRITER’S BLOCK 


Dead-ending in the mazes 
Weaving through my mind 
Words refuse to freely flow 
In concepts yet defined. 


Explosions of impressions 
Struggling to emerge 

Vague, undulating images 
My soul has need to purge. 
Tumbling through my senses 
Realities crush and quell 
Smoldering sparks of genius 
In deepest crevices dwell. 


Donna Pomeroy 
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ANGEL OF GOSSAMER 


Life creeping down his chest, 

Eyes rolling up towards the Heavens-- 
The once unassailable Army officer 
Took in the figure that stood before him. 


Pure oyster-white gowns of gossamer, 
Tied up with bonds of gold and fire-- 
Sun-kissed hair flowing rhythmically 
In the wind. 

His eyes like crystal pools of Azure, 
Lips deep like scarlet rubies 

Gallant, outstretched ethereal wings 
Held him afloat upon the airy Sea. 


Trying to articulate his thoughts, 

The officer’s life ebbed from his mouth. 
Angel’s face became twisted with ferociousness 
Eyes turned into sharp shards of ice-- 


The Angel took the officer’s life that day, 
A cold bluish color rose in the officer’s 
Once brown eyes 

Now they held onto their opaqueness. 
The Heavens opened with beams 

Of light to transport its cargo. 


Flying toward the ethereal mist 

The Angel’s wings, the tips, blood-kissed-- 

Violent nature of faith, the Angel possessed, 
Indifferent vessel of God!! 

Take the Death away from life; never to be truly 
Loved by Him-- 

Soulless servant, nothing more, 

Feared messenger, always one wing dipped in blood. 


Sabina Brown 
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A REAL PLACE IN AFRICA 


Until a week ago 

I thought that Timbuktu 

Was in Asia--I’m 62 

A reader, well-informed 

How could I have not known? 


And I could see myself 
In the suffused light 

Of life in the 40’s 

Sun through maple leaves 
Filtering into our house 
On Blair Street 

Flint, Michigan. 


I could see my small self 

Spinning the globe 

In the living room 

And I could hear my mother saying 

It’s about as far as you can go from here 
And I am measuring 

With my hand’s span 

To the other side of the world 

To China, to Shangri La 

To Timbuktu. 


Mary Longton 
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RETURN 


The land is divided to heirs. 

In the house, curtains are shreds. 
The oven is a barren womb. 

Rats skitter and gnaw at a 

Black and red coat. 

Hinges cry. 

Stairs creak. 

The barn is a spider castle. 

No hymns sound in the metre of 
Milk hitting the pail. 

No cat waits for squirts 

Or grooms its splattered face. 

It’s true that vine maples still 

Turn red across the river. 

Harvest trout jump at gnats, 
Crawfish dart beneath lichened rocks. 
But some places, like old loves, 
Are best remembered as they were. 


Anne Anderson 
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CLOSING THE GATE (Part One) 


The day after 
peaceful baby’s sleep... 
Mark three years of 
what do we call it? 
Innocent start unleashed with a kiss 
no tongue 
no bold probing: 
closed soft lips on the side of your neck 
just a kiss 
and the gate opened. 


Did we know? 
Of course not. 


Now, three years later I’ve admitted 

the persistent ache that looms the day after. 

I haven’t learned yet how to return 

from having opened myself. 

I told you this last night but my words were anemic: 
Do you understand? 

It gives a glimpse of what an addict faces 

after a taste of bliss. 

How does one come back to being separate? 

How can separate not feel like alone? 


What raw dark spot gets rubbed in the ebbing and 
mourns, 

holds on for what can never be filled? 

a never-unlearned reaction to 

being at someone’s uttermercy, 

someone I could only trust, 

no question of her fitness to the task? 


And now you're the one. 
(Who did the choosing? 
Not us 

or rather 

a very big us.) 
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But now I can close the gate and return to myself 

though the infant terror survives my experience and failed 
memory, 

though you, 

sense of self intact 

or at worst in your own kind of terror 

retum post-haste to the skin that defines you as separate 
from me. 


But back to the gate. 

One idea is that the difference between a schizophrenic 
and an artist is that an artist knows how and when to close 
the gate. 


Now that I am no longer clinging (at least literally) 
to my mother’s dry breast, 

now that my survival isn’t really at stake 
(regardless of the visceral impression that it is) 

I can close up my skin and come back 

to this physical reality 

of being separate. 

The memory of that sip of bliss is 

what pulls the drunk off the wagon, 

keeps love addicts always sniffing out the next time. 
Maybe the key is knowing which gate to close and when, 
and then, of course, closing it. 


A forgotten gate beckons and, once open 
allows a flow inward and out, 
revealing not a chasm 
but an unfolding, 
a possibility for bliss that’s not so elusive, 
nor so dependent on the whims of another. 
Serendipity 
works 
because closing the gate throws another wide open. 


Kim Spencer 
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"Violet Bamboo" by Brian Harrison 
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JOURNEY TO THE UNDERWORLD 


From train depot 

through tunnel and town 

I follow the thread of memories 
to Rosenstrasse 33. 

My anxious heart knocks 

on the heavy house door, 

old wood waiting 

under mudbrown paint, 

new owners welcome 

a traveler from the past. 

The chamber where Herr Kiep 
lay stiff in his coffin 

is their kitchen now, 

and our kitchen where 

Tata and I had daily communion, 
that’s the bedroom, 

not a trace 

of the black-and-white tiles 

she washed each day after cooking, 
sausages and hams 

in the pantry 

replaced by clothes on hangers. 
Our bedroom 

behind the French doors, 

where I dreamed in Tata’s dowry, 
transformed into an office. 
Sprawling computer stations 
flank the window 

I remember 

opaque with frost flowers, 
staring open 
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the morning my mother jumped out 
in her cherryblossom robe, 

small feet printing 

a message in the snow. 


The young Hausfrau 

leads me 

down the steep steps 

into the realm of cellars 

where laundry steamed 

in a copper cauldron 

and spent suds gurgled 

down the sump, 

where women gathered 

for the all-night task 

of boiling black sugarbeet syrup. 

Dark corners beckoned and threatened 
when I was sent down 

with the iron key to the creaking door 
for a basket of small potatoes, 

a shuttle of anthracite, 
the oldest, moldiest jar of raspberry jam, 
or a few fragrant Boskop apples 

asleep on slats 

whose wrinkled late-season cheeks 

I once compared to Tata’s. 

On the threshold 

I conjure the shadows of my icons, 
shelves sagging 

with rows and rows of Tata’s treasures, 
coal and potato bins against 
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the opposite wall, 

crocks with gherkins and sauerkraut 
over here, 

and two broad-saddled women’s bicycles 
on the left. 


Looking 

at the ashgray house 
from the tangled yard 
by the rainwater cistern 
my guide tells me 

she wants to bring back 
the ivy 

climbing the rough stucco surface, 
and I warn her 

of the inevitable return 
of spiders. 


Karin Temple 
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TOMBS AND VAULTS 


I am afraid of your house. I am 
afraid to go there — 
afraid of the stairs’ 
blind turns down to the street 
and that I can’t see in the dark. 
I’m afraid of the vines and weeds 
hanging over the edge of 
the deep stairs and afraid 
of the steel pole you use for a 
railing I’m afraid it is 
clammy and wet and don’t 
want to touch my hand to it 
and slugs in the wetness 
in the cracks of the stairs 


and of being smothered in murky 
ink shadows from waiting octopus 
arms — as cellars 
frighten me or corners of yards 
with nowhere to go — 
and of the tunneling closeness 
of encroaching cement walls 
crumbling on me as the earth pushes 
them in to a clap someday 
that will happen 
when both sides resound at once 
and I don’t want to be there -- 
1 am afraid to be 
entrapped. 


92 


I am afraid to come 
to your house to go home 
down the steep stairs 
falling sharply away from your porch 
into night, counting steps, 
feeling with fearful feet, 
until I’m spilled out on tilted sidewalk 
as out from 
the caul of some cold womb, 
escaped through the passage into sifts 
of nighttime’s deceptive forms 
and misted patternings 
of transient leaves, backlit 
by careless scatterings of the inept 
streetlight. And I am afraid. 


Anne Splane Phillips 
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THE LIGHTING OF THE STEPS TO HOME 


Your poem made me trim 

the dark and spooky overhangs 
of spider-lurking shrubbery 
from the wet and endless steps, 


and excavate the porch lights 
from their coverings of webs. 

I climbed the ladder just to add 
new bright-shining bulbs for you. 


Your poem prompted exercise 

with rake and broom, impromptu 
archaeology of last year’s leaves, 
to rid the steps of evidentiary slime. 


And as dusk dropped upon my work, 
your poem called me in — to light 
the house, to pile wood, 

to muse on warmth, to lay a fire; 


But all that it inspired me to do falls short 
of what only winter’s turn can bring about: 
the lighting of the steps to home, 

the pushing back of night. 


Anne Witty 
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"Point of No Return" 
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by Kirsten Huling 





CHAOS 


This is the New Science 
a Post-Modern Science 

an Anti-Science 
against Newton against Method 
against the flawed Ideal 


This is a science Heisenberg 
(if he were here) 
would love 
a science of wayward atoms 
unscheduled hurricanes 
of volcanic eruptions 
earthquakes 
that never take place 
when expected 


This is a Quiet Science 
ruled by the unseen 
and unmeasurable 
blessed by subversions 
terrorists of order 
infinite anti-patterns 
the curl of 
smoke 
the unpredictable tangles 
of capillaries and roots 
and branches 
of snowflakes 
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This is an Epileptic Science 
a Spasmodic Science 
easily bored 
by continuity 
and predictions 
of ir- 
regular heartbeats 
and unrecurrent 
brain waves 
phenomena without repetition 
absolute amnesia 


This is Our New Science 
Our Chaos 
riddled by the irrational 
but propelled forever 
forward 
by the same human questions: 
the meaning of death 
the nature of sexual attraction 


Robert Brown 
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DESCARTES AND THE BEES 


Scientific drawings of six-dimension geometry 
resemble the dance of the bee, they say. 


Descartes thought mind and matter 
were different parts everything was made of. 


What if it’s all the same? 

You can’t draw six dimensions on paper 

only shadows. 

High, wide, deep, temporary, 

then what? 

Mass is energy solidified. 

Consciousness is energy with words. 

(Matter into thought is eating. ) 

Light and music—energy with wings. 

The flight of a wild animal (we are all wild animals) 
is beautiful, is 

mathematical beyond the animal’s ability to compute. 
Perhaps all movement (is self expression) 

is mathematically ordained. 
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We are equations. Unique 
multidimensional equations 
of energy, precision, 
decision. 


One in two thousand people, they say, 

are born with the hardware of both genders, 
or some cross between. 

“Corrective” surgery makes them normal. 
Male or female? One or two 

or Siamese? 

What is normal? 

Descartes is as flat as the world was 
when sailors were falling to the dragons. 
If anything is a clear dichotomy, I think 
someone’s been messing with the picture. 
It’s all a puzzle, a six-dimensional puzzle, 
sketched 

in the ecstasy of the bee. 


V.L. Kohout 
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SAY GOODBYE 


She heard her father say, "It's time to go," but she knew 
her sister wasn't moving. Ben Casey had just started and it was 
her older sister's favorite television show. It started the same 
way each week--Man, Woman, Birth, Death, Infinity. She could 
picture her older sister in her mind, alone in the den as usual, 
staring hopefully at the black and white television, escaping the 
gloom of her existence into the weekly drama of Dr. Ben Casey, 
her hero. He helped people--and saved lives--he was dependable 
and did good things, and he always knew the right action to take 
in any situation. He was Ben Casey, M.D. and older sister loved 
him, more than any other man in her life. 

Father growled angrily into the den, "Let's go, I said!" 

Now the oldest daughter stood up and grudgingly turned 
off the television. Goodbye, Ben Casey. How strange this 
system of life: birth to death. Birth, such joy. Death, awful 
sorrow. 

Younger sister crawled out from under the bed at the 
sound of Father's persistence. She didn't want him to know about 
her safe place--if he saw her there he would know where to look 
next time. A piercing gaze from him poisoned all it touched. 

They convened in the dining area--little brother, small and 
quiet, just looked at his feet as Father said again, "Let's go." This 
time he added, "I want to get this over with." 

The trio followed him, oldest first, middle and smallest 
together, all in silence. Dread filled younger sister. She didn't 
know how the others felt, and wouldn't dare ask. Questions were 
not allowed in this family--one just survived on assumptions. 

The hallway was dark--the landlord still had not 
replaced the light on the third floor landing, even after much 
complaining from Father. Down the stairs they made their way, 
shoes crunching on the faded red carpet. Little sister watched 
Father's back in front of her, to be sure all was ok. Any sudden 
movement alerted her changes could be coming. The hall grew 
brighter as they descended the stairs, but soon they could see the 
pouring rain outside. Father cursed and mumbled something 
about umbrellas, but no one turned back. 
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It was dusk and as the rain poured, thump thumping on the 
roof of the car, little sister looked out the window. Wisps of steam 
rose from the streets, as the day had been unusually warm for 
March. Chicago streets always steamed with the first rain after a 
hot, sunny day. Little sister liked to poke sticks into the melting 
tar when it got soft in the heat and then when the rain poured the 
tar cooled, sending opaque columns into the sky. These were fun 
to watch, to run through, to imagine letting yourself float away 
with the wisp, high into the sky, free and fluid. 

Soon they arrived. The enclosed parking area was almost 
empty. Across the lot, parallel to the building stood a black hearse. 
Like a sentry at its post, it waited to be called upon to fulfill its 
duty. Little sister looked at the long car, but only for a moment. 

Its appearance, dark and menacing, frightened her. 

Father remained silent while they emptied the car, as he had 
during the drive. Occasionally his children cast furtive glances his 
way, but he never met their gaze. The concrete lot was cold and 
damp and the sound of the slamming door startled the children as it 
echoed through the garage. 

Fear was the glue that bonded them together. Clumped in a 
bunch, the children waited for their father's direction. From the 
time he had told them that their mother had passed away, youngest 
daughter knew, within herself, that any safety she may have known 
before, was now gone. Gone was the buffer between him and 
themselves. The Buffer, though often drunk herself, was their 
shield, taking the attention from themselves. No longer was there 
a barrier to keep his anger diverted. The children knew they would 
be going into this strange building to say goodbye to their mother, 
but they would also be saying goodbye to the one person they 
could depend on--not for her love and nurturing capabilities--not 
for her devotion to their emotional and physical needs--nor for her 
concern for the details of their lives, for she was incapable of that 
role. But because they could depend upon her inexplicable ability 
to neglect them by remaining completely self-absorbed and utterly 
devoted to the bottle that controlled her, because by her very 
presence, their mother protected them from the wrath of Father, 
just by being in the way, in his way, and the buffer between him 
and themselves. 

Apprehension gripped them as the knot of children moved 
into the building following Father's lead. As they passed through 
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the doorway into a large room, filled with rows of maroon velvet- 
covered chairs, youngest daughter could see the brown casket 
ahead at the far wall surrounded by stands of large wreaths full of 
white and pink flowers. She stopped suddenly and the clump of 
children jerked to a stand-still. Father continued ahead, but his 
angry glance signaled them to move forward. They moved 
forward cautiously until they could see into the coffin. There, 
surrounded in white satin lining, dressed in the blue evening suit 
they had seen so many times before, wearing the fake diamond 
necklace and earrings she had raved about so much when Father 
brought them home one night after he had been late with his 
friends, lay Mother, quiet and still. Her cheeks were pink and 
sunken, and her lips were red. Her hair had spray in it-something 
she would never have allowed, since she hated the stuff, said it 
made her feel "sticky"--and pink make-up on her face that hid the 
yellow hue of her jaundiced skin. Her hands were folded together, 
resting upon her abdomen, holding the white pearl rosary she had 
prayed with so many Sundays alone at Mass with only the 
children. Her fingers were laced together, now forever posed for 
eternity in prayer. Little sister looked on, convinced Mother's 
chest was moving ever so lightly with each breath. She's only 
asleep, she mused, until Father's irritating voice ground out, "She 
looks good, don't you think?" His question was directed to all of 
them, but only older sister was qualified to answer, since the 
younger children had no way to reference that question with 
experience. Not that older sister did either. Father had no 
knowledge of the emotional capability of any of his children--that 
type of thinking was not a part of his personality--actually that 
knowledge existed light years away from his understanding of 
parenting, if he even had a philosophy on the subject. He just 
stared, and mumbled again, "She looks good." They all stood by 
the coffin in silence for a few more moments, then slowly Father 
moved away and returned to the entrance by the sitting room, his 
children following listlessly behind him. By then, a man, 
presumably the funeral director, had entered the seating hall, and 
talked quietly with Father about procedures and what would 
happen next. The children were told to be seated, and there they 
sat for the next two hours, waiting and watching, as people 
streamed in, headed to the casket, and back 
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past the children, nodding at them sadly and knowingly, but saying 
nothing. 

Little sister squirmed in her seat, needing to go to the 
bathroom. Just about to dare to get up and find Father for 
permission, she spotted a large woman heading to the coffin. 
Dressed in a huge black dress, carrying an enormous purse, this 
woman waddled forward, holding a crushed white handkerchief to 
her chest, dabbing occasionally at moist eyes. She let out a little 
gasp as she saw the woman lying in the coffin. Little sister stared 
at the huge woman, something tugging at her heart, a thin memory 
easing its way to the surface of her thoughts, a memory, charged 
with something sad and familiar. Suddenly, she remembered the 
woman. 

It had been a cold, Chicago cold, January day. She had 
been playing outside with friends, as usual, without mittens. 
Snowmen were built, snowballs were thrown, but soon, little hands 
began to hurt with the deep, deep chill. She had run home crying, 
needing comfort, but Mother was too busy entertaining a group of 
ladies—a “coffee klatch” she called it. “Run your hands under 
water, that will warm them up,” she quickly instructed her 
daughter. But little sister wanted to be held. “Go now, I said, | am 
busy!” Mother said impatiently. Little sister turned away but just 
then a large bosomy woman, in a flowery dress called to her, 
“Come here! I will warm your hands,” she said joyfully. The 
young girl glanced at Mother, unnecessarily, since Mother wasn’t 
paying attention, but was serving one of the other ladies at the 
table. 

"Here, let me have them," the big woman said again. She 
took little sister’s hands and rubbed them at first then pressed them 
both to her chest. With one hand she held the girl's hands to her 
chest, and the other pressed the child close to her side, tucking her 
into the folds of her flesh. At first, little sister felt awkward, and 
shy, but then, just as the warmth oozed into her hands and fingers, 
a curious sensation seeped into her soul. Ina moment, for just a 
brief, sweet instant, little sister felt /oved. It was an odd, but 
delicious sensation, and she never wanted it to end. She and the 
large woman stayed this way for just minutes, but for little sister it 
was an experience seared upon her consciousness that would stay 
with her, soothe her and comfort her, yet often plague her and 
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haunt her, when faced with the startling contrast between that 
moment and her life. 

And now, perhaps almost a year later, here, staring at the 
only Mother little sister had, was the only woman in her life that 
had shown her a glimpse of motherly love. This realization tore at 
her heart, and for the first time since her mother's death, tears 
poured down her face. She was losing her mother, but the sadness 
was not for this loss, but rather for the loss of hope for the 
motherly kind of love that she wanted and needed so desperately. 

Little sister watched quietly as the big woman was led away 
by a man, led away forever out of her life. She watched the 
woman disappear into the shadow of the hallway and suddenly she 
wanted to hide. Her eyes searched the room for a safe place. It 
was a desperate search for a place to disappear. With nowhere to 
go, little sister felt forced to hide within herself, and in that 
moment, in her young heart, she made a decision that would 
forever change the course of her life. She said goodbye to her self, 
a self she could not allow to exist, a needing self she would never 
want to know, never want to feel again. In that brief moment, the 
little child grew old, old in her heart. 

Father glanced over at his children, to be sure they were 
behaving themselves. Satisfied they were under his control, even 
from across the room, he smiled to himself, and in his thoughts he 
gave himself a pat on the back, and continued to bask in the 
sympathies extended to him that unusually warm day in March. 


Claudia Ackerman 
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A very special thank you to Ann Gyde at Clatsop Community 
College for her assistance in copying the text. 
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